208 We had lunch at a marvellous hotel, drank some more
' wine, shook ourselves like dogs and started off again in
the direction of Sparta. It started to rain again, a torren-
;tial downpour which, with brief interruptions, was to
continue for three days steadily. If I had to do the trip-
again I would ask for nothing better than another such
downpour. The whole countryside was magically trans-
formed by the tawny flood which created lakes and rivers
of spectacular beauty. The land became more and more
Asiatic in appearance, enhancing the sense of voyage and
heightening our already keen expectations. As we came
within view of the valley of the Eurotas the rain ceased
and the soft wind from the south brought a warmth and
fragrance which was distinctly pleasurable. To the right
of the long Spartan plain extended the snow-capped
range of theTaygetos which runs unbroken right to the
tip of the peninsula. The fragrance of the oranges grew
more and more powerful as we approached Sparta. It was
about four in the afternoon when we entered the city.
The principal hotel, which covered almost a square .block,
was full up. We had to walk about for an hour or so be-
fore ve could find rooms. Durrell thought it a wretched
place j I found it quite the contrary. It is true, there is
nothing very ancient about-the appearance of Sparta j it
is probably no better than Corinth, and yet, probably tie-
cause it is a meridional town, it seemed more cheerful,
more animated and more alluring to me than Corinth. It
has a vulgar, pushing, somewhat aggressive air, as though
it had been influenced by the return of Americanized
Greeks. We were of course immediately spotted as Eng-
lish and greeted in English at every turn, a practice Which
the English abhor but which an American like myself is
not over-sensitive about. As a matter of fact I rather en-
joy these casual greetings, being avidly curious always
about the explorations of my fellow-men, and partial-

